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They 
are where the dead are, my drum fell 
where the dead are, who 
will bring it up, my lute 
who will bring it up where it fell in the face of them 
where they are, where my lute and drum have fallen? 


-Charles Olson 


My heart rouses 
thinking to bring you news 
of something 
that concerns you 
and concerns many men. Look at 
what passes for the new. 
You will not find it there but in 
despised poems. 
It 1s difficult 
to get the news from poems 
yet men die miserably every day 
Jor lack 
of what ts found there. 


-William Carlos Williams 


Give me my robe, put on my crown, I have 
immortal 
longings in me. 

-Antony and Cleopatra 


STONECUTTER’S PRAYER 


Prayer and love are really learned in the hour when 
prayer becomes impossible and your heart turns to stone. 


-Thomas Merton 


All silence 
1s a prayer 
without ceasing 


and love 

is desperation 
in the arms 
of a fool 


The faucet asserts 
a drip 
in silence 


knowing nothing 
can be 
so true 
as that 


Knowing, 
there cannot 
be 


Knowing 
there cannot, 
be 


UPON HOURS 


What returns is I to this 
forsaken place 


brought back to lakefronts 

brought back to water 

where the earth presses 
against the air 


I have watched the battle 

of doldrums 
in silent skies 

because the heart aches heavily 

and is not familiar with what it becomes 
and does not acknowledge 

what it has been, 


here in the half-light 
the overgrowth 
and the deadness of things 


THE RED HAND OF ULSTER 


In the counties Ulster, Northern Ireland 
I asked my father about the red handed flag 


He told me the story as he remembered it, 
not of the racing lords, O'Neill, and Dermot 


When the untouched soil of Ulster 
was promised to the first man aboard 
who laid his hand upon it, 

one blade pressed through wrist 
until dying flesh for bone 

could be thrown to shore 


I imagined the silence on the deck 


MIRROR 


Two flesh 
are here 


Mirror saw 
teeth break 
lengthwise 
by the jaw 


How now 
if our halves 
could be held 


Lust for weight 
Dust in palms 
Eyes of reflection 
in a bead 


We are more 
like blood 
slipping coolly 
past the wound 


FJORD 


I love out 

the word, fjord. 

I have never seen one, 

but I feel a longing 

where the first and last 
two letters separate: 

the bow-bend of fj 
becoming an arrowhead 
thud in d 

and the central o 

of course 

is a Gregorian chant 
stretching to the tip of forever 
and what else can there be 
but longing in that place ? 


THE TUG OF GOD 


1 
Stepping into streams 
I am brought back to silence 


The severity of bones in cold water 


A length down the river, my father 
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In the space of concentration 
the tip of the finger 

distracts from the word 


so that we tie an impressive knot 
only to lift our heads 

having grown unfamiliar 

w/ where we stand 


& we command our arms 
to do what we believe 
is an art: 


to feel the tug of God 
and call it a trout 


KEEL 


As the sectioning off 
of organs 
is essential to 
bodily function 
so it goes w/ the aborted 
languages 


of our love 


HAND OF THE GODDESS 


1 

For its own sake, I have not found need 

for such a discourse on so few events, in 

what can only be described as a long stretch, 
and a wrenching of the heart from the self. 

Can you see me clutching nothing in clawed fist, 
seeing only receding heart? Neither can I. 


I clutch but a few thoughts of you now, and at once 
they are fingers of their own, awakening unto you. 


2 

I speak of the nearly lost, a recovered glimpse, or two, 
of the heartmind’s blossom; those peculiarities of 
instance, nearly drowned under the dominoed senses. 


I wanted to tell you of my amazement, 
that you fell asleep so easily in my arms. 
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And a bit of regret, as well. That I did not sink 

into you, that I launched semblance above, just shy, 
mouthing family history instead of some space 
between your lips. 


4 

It is said that listening to music is like falling in love. 
Two things happen. First, you lose a part of yourself, 
and become a shadow of ego, clearing the table 


8 


for a welcome guest. Second, or simultaneously, 

you find that in this process of living in something, or 
someone, you have become strangely fuller than your 
former self. Duplicitous as it is, it is what we call love, 
salvation. 


5 

In this I give you my contention, that your body 
cooed in silence, pressed softly against my side, and I 
felt the hand of the goddess reach through you and 
into me, and a rusting door was reopened in me, and I 
sank into noiseless sleep, knee-deep in music, heart- 
deep in the river. 


THE ARCHITECTURE 


1 
“Never set her” ages 


and SAILS FORTH 
w/ Father and Son 
&the Holy Smoke, 


Already I hear 
my good love sobbing, 
drinking, again 


&the missing ones linger 
(art of love and/all of that) 


To know listless rue, 
sage in the pocket, 


a handkerchief rose, 
&the smell of stellar divorce. 


2 

Add now the letter T, 
a square, 

realms dividing 

&a hammer. 


Aud I the sharp tool to 


tack through rock tits 
to the spirit realm, wait ! 
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Where shall we float among them, 
and is flesh human 


or heaven flesh ? 


One cannot know 
but to desire power. 


The holes require filling ! 
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REVIVAL 


Without a certain tenderness, 

I put pen to paper now, feel 

the pith between forefinger 

and thumb, and pause for 

trumpet reds they pass, 

in breath, and strike again the chord 


That I have had such a lack 

of self-compassion, rotting 

for sloth’s sake amidst 

the stench of boxed food, 
falling asleep, bloated, beneath 
the shitting pane of light 


When Chih-men, Zen master, 
was asked, “Who was I in a 
former life,” he replied, 
“Who is it that is asking 
the question?” 
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ECHOLOCATION 


Where light is, I draw upon 

the face of it, as power, 

only in fingertips, these voices 
draw me to pasture. 

And on the double my memory 

of the cows in summer, the smell 
as it drifted up the valley is 

a new building in my city [ young, 
as I am, it is yet uninhabited, 
and the walls, as Rilke would, are 
“builded of your images” 

I assume your digits, in short, try 


to be tender when handling your voices. 


There are many of you that haunt me. 
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THE FOOLS PRICE 


I have paid the fool's price once already 
and yet you hand me these old rags, 
bid me wear the mask again 


You are ripe for the picking 
and I contest you are a fruit 


You play us both for fools, 

he and I who rose as brothers; 
and tempt us into competition 
for your proffered apple 


Your lips are not sly in memory 
your words not once a lie 


And yet you hurt me into poetry, 
the matter again renewed, 

that I should have you for a century 
and chain you to my pen 


[I would let you move in circles there, 
& nibble from my hand] 
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IMMORTAL LONGINGS 


“Cust a cold Eye 
on Life, on Death. 
Horseman, pass by.” 
-epitaph, W.B. Yeats 


I want to go back 
to Ireland 

and stand between 
Ben Bulben and 
Mt. Knocknarea 

to see if I can hear 
the fairies 

battle in the sky 


& then stand 
in front of Yeats’ grave 
and cry 
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IMMORTAL LONGINGS: 
ON THE LAKE 


I should like to come back 
as a duck 
if at all possible, 


I can feel the effect 
of the bones, 


the extensions; 
complications. 


fs Colord so, like a duck, 
I would be then 
revered, by God, 
for my coloring. 


In the lake, or 
on the maish, 
the music 
of the mallard, 
and I, in my longing. 


A HISTORY OF FISHING 


“In our fumily, there was no clear line 
between religion and fly fishing.” 
-Norman Maclean 


When I was not yet old enough, my father trav- 
eled the four-hour trip across the piedmont of Virginia 
from our home in Newport News to a spot in the 
Shenandoah Valley, just outside the town of 
Shenandoah, to fish the Shenandoah River. Oh 
Shenandoah, I long to hear you, away you rolling river. 


Until recent years, which brought the likes of 
Hurricane Fran, my family’s particular stretch of the 
Shenandoah was a prime fishing spot for smallmouth 
bass and bluegill, and the occasional native brook trout 
that might float down off the mountain in one of the 
many cold-water creeks that fed into the river. When 
Hurricane Fran came in September of ‘96, the face of 
the river completely changed. Our stretch became virtu- 
ally unrecognizable. The island strips in the middle that 
had once been home to scores of ducks and geese were 
ripped away. Familiar holes and back-eddies were 
washed out arid replaced with fast moving flats of four 
to five feet that could not be waded. 

But after a brief rain, bits of underground life 
would still bleed into the river to excite the fish, and 
wy father and I would drive the short fifteen minutes 
from our home in Elkton to forge the new waters. 


In 1992 my father’s superiors in the Methodist 
conference transferred him and his family from Asbury 
United Methodist in Newport News, to Elkton United 
Methodist Church in the Shenandoah Valley. It was a 
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most welcome change, having ventured there for count- 
less vacations in the family cabin that sat on the side of 
a small mountain just minutes from our stretch of the 
river. 

In those early years on vacation at the cabin, I 
would awake before dawn to the sounds of my father 
collecting his gear to fish the river at first light. I was 
told that I was too young to accompany him, and would 
go back to bed with the ache that only sons can feel 
when they long for their fathers to teach them. 


Around 1994, when I was finally permitted to 
begin my apprenticeship at age eight or so, I had no 
patience for the thing. I could not tie the necessary 
knots. I had no form for casting. The language of the 
river eluded me. I could not yet distinguish where the 
fish congregated, and my footing on the jagged rocks 
was unsure. I begged my father to give me the shortcut 
secret I knew he had, desperately wanting to feel the 
jerk of life through the rod in my hand, despite being 
told repeatedly that if it was supposed to be easy, they 
would call it catching and not fishing. 

Furthermore I could not understand why my 
father was always at such a peace in the river, despite 
whether the fish were biting. He was picturesque, with 
the face of a Buddha, wading slowly upstream, casting 
in successive clockwise arcs up the flats, in order to 
cover the water efficiently. But his face changed when 
he looked up the river to see a dark pool under the 
shadow of an overhanging tree, or a bit of bank that 
jutted out in such a way that made water roll back in 
on itself to form an eddy. His eyes would become stern 
and focused then, and he would move stealthily for- 
ward, as one would approach a hurt bird. 

His gait was slow and assured, steadying himself 
with each step against the mossy rocks in the strong 
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waist-high current. I have never since seen anyone read 
a river with such patience and precision as my father, 
and as his eyes roved about the swirling pool, he knew 
that the silver flash below the surface was the belly of a 
trout, and would ready his bones for a relationship that 
could end in a number of ways. All outcomes, catch or 
no, were inconsequential. My father would be happy 
casting into empty pools for all eternity. Fifty yards 
away, my father’s torso twisted in a subtle dance above 
the water as his right arm and wrist regained a memory, 
and in his grace his single stroke was like that of a 
symphony conductor's, calling together the notes of the 
river in one resounding chord. And it was thus that I 
began to learn the art of casting. 


Five miles of the Shenandoah River, beginning 
near Elkton down to the dam just outside the town of 
Shenandoah, has in the past eight years decayed into a 
dead stretch. Fish kills have reached unprecedented 
numbers. The Merck Pharmaceuticals plant on the out- 
skirts of Elkton has increased its toxic dumping and 
hundreds of smallmouth and bluegill float lifeless on 
top of the water at the Shenandoah dam. 


Seven years ago, my father’s parents decided 
they could no longer make the biannual trip north from 
Roanoke to maintain the cabin that my grandfather 
built with his two sons. When they finally sold it, there 
seemed to be little reason to fish the family stretch of 
the Shenandoah again. 


My father and I headed southwest to Warm 
Springs, Virginia, to fish the colder trout waters of the 
Jackson. The surrounding trees are old and wide and fall 
across the river like great bridges, and their limbs comb 
the water and snag our lures while the trout slip in 
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between, laughing at us in their way, as they usually 
do. Their laughter is ours, is the language of the water's 
ease, 1s counterpoint to the warble of wild turkeys in 
the surrounding woods. 

In the frigid Jackson I was truly my father’s son, 
having assimilated a well-honed form for casting and 
reading the fly-hatch. 


Trout are incredibly skittish. A proper trout fish- 
erman dresses in light browns and greens, or any solid 
colors that can be found in nature. Otherwise the trout 
will become spooked and scatter, and will not be 
approachable for at least twenty minutes. Trout always 
face upstream when they are feeding, and for this rea- 
son the fisherman wades upstream and casts upstream 
in order to imitate the natural approach of bait, and 
minimize the risk of being seen. Scads of brown and 
rainbow trout haunt the Jackson, and as one wades 
slowly upstream, the mountains close in like a noose. 


Rivers are funny like that. Bruises on the heart 
get washed out, and my father and I are nearly the 
same man, hundreds of yards apart in the current. Some 
foreign love pulls up at the throat, perpendicular to the 
water rolling right to left, left to right. The heart’s 
dance with the river is stomach to throat, throat to 
stomach. 


I write about rivers because I cannot write about 
my father—not directly anyway. There is much in the 
well I cannot yet dredge up. And there, curiously, is the 
water again. Why is it that water is the only means of 
understanding history between us? That the river is 
ever-changing, yet somehow remains the same, essential 
and whole, is part of it. But it is not enough. There is a 
deep well between us, and always, always, the waters. 
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Nowhere but in a trout stream do my father and 
I speak clearly and without hurt, the same language. 
And often some cosmic balance between the water and 
the legs, the mouth and the ear, creates a silver flash 
below the surface of conversation, and my father and I 
land the great catch: to speak of love without mention- 
ing the word at all. 


In the summer of my seventeenth year, my 
father and I drove twelve hours westward to southern 
Illinois, home to my father’s friend from seminary, 
Roger Lyons. Roger knew well the subtle mystery of our 
cabin in Shenandoah, and is as much a student of 
waters as any of the finest men I have ever known. 
From Illinois, Roger taxied us, gear in tow, another five 
hours south to the Ozarks of rural Missouri. It was there 
that I saw the Current River and its cavernous sapphire 
blue holes. 

I had never before or since seen so many trout 
in congregation together. Eaves of steep limestone on 
either side of the Current River often create dark corri- 
dors that can only be approached by canoe, and as 
Roger, my father and I floated the flats, we silently 
beheld scores of native brown, brook, and rainbow 
trout. Like meticulous armies they stood still in the cur- 
rent, their eyes a peaceful lifeless black. 

For three days we tracked enormous rainbows 
upstream but could not match the fly hatch suitably. 
They would not be taken easily. But in the deep blue 
freeze of the Current, it was the flask of scotch and 
cheap cigars that kept up morale, and as the mornings 
waned into afternoon, conversation took to the river's 
dance, and we tried to move our limbs like water 
around a tight elbow bend, or speak like the stones do 
when they comb the rapids. 
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Last summer, Roger and my father traveled north 
to Maine, where the Androscoggin River weaves between 
miles of black and white spruces without end. It is my 
intention to join them there next season, and regain 
the motions as I once knew them. 

Where I now reside in North Carolina, there are 
no trout streams. The climate is not cold enough, and I 
have always despised the monotony of lake fishing. 
There is little craft involved, and the water is dead. I 
long for the Shenandoah, for the Jackson, for the 
Current. I ache at the thought of their curves, and 
when I close my eyes I can see them splitting open the 
land and I hear time stopping, and I understand who 
my father is, and how I learned to hear the language of 
rivers. Anymore, it is their translation that is my great 
task. 
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5,000 FT. OVER DULLES 


Now I, a new minimus 
in yr shadow on the rock, 
you who cut to the harbor 
of a greater polis, not 
just yr own, there, and 
always at Gloucester, 


I urge myself back 


“My heart pumps blood to 
a vein in the city— 


5,000 ft over Washington Dulles 
and I am given to wonder on it 


a vast human landscape, 
glittering, or what to think of it, 
bumping on air above progress 


and I entertain small gray 
intelligence, that they see 
the surface became computer, 
extending out, and human life 
the blood of it, 
( as I watch the lights, 
small, traveling the veins 


But what to make of this 
common color, where city 
proclaims itself to the sky 
a dying orange, we have it, 
and spread it 
as far as there is_ the west 
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OF THIS CRAFT, POETICS 


Few things are clear 


: For care of the word 
[that every single 
one 
should be evaluated 
for precise placement 


and where they lie, too, 


is of some matter But 
as they enter the ER, 
he sd, by knowing 


how the foot falls upon 

its fleshy sensitivity, this 

you must detect in the swallowed, 
in throat-beat 


And when you read the good music, 
let it stay a short while 


But do not hold them hostage 
to your own demand 

They are weary sea-creatures 
from the white oceans, and 
cannot be forced to sing 


Do not beach them upon yr tongue, 
lovely as they are, 

they are themselves process, 

and are not yet fully realized 


But here, take them, 
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this is your task, midwife, 


Carry them in a womb of sorts, 
let them gestate, grow eyes, 
and jump into canyon ears 

the feathers of eagle 


JAPANESE MAPLE 


FOR RON 


So says I, 
the crisp dead 
leaf 
spinning effortlessly 
by the spider web 


Iam damped with a spirit, 
The world hung 
upside 
down 
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COMMUNION 


FOR CHARLES OLSON 


Letter 1 
[w/ freshly baked biscuits] 


It is 3 AM 
and the walls are breathing 
again 


U&I wait upon the witching hour 
&U sit straight &angular, 
listening 


first to the freeing of a spirit 
trapped under rocks 

at the footbridge, 

yr poor dead uncle 


We move as ice on water 
the flesh unfrozen, 
disconnected 


As ice on water 
U&I, we move 
the flesh unfrozen 


Your left thumb & index, 
my right index & thumb 
[film projection] 


Headless birds 
U&I, just 
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Letter 2 


I too lie flat 

in the valley, desire 
cutter speech, say 
heron to swan about 
stones of old Greece 


We hear the ghosting & 

retching refrain 

as waters 

whispered upon stone, immaculate 


We keep the tallow close 
apparitions in tow, 

in ear, in fact, 

insatium 


We are not 
there 
yet 


Letter 3 


We stand together, U&l 

yt hand upon my shoulder 
You read with me 

as I write the rearrangement 


Smoky, I see you 


budding n&out 
about the rotting 
wheelbarrow 


You are hollyhock 
& I harvest you 


Yuu are blood in the 
chalice, & soup in the bowl 
& anchored before you 

I toil 


For what I fear 

I cannot give you, 

a letter of prostrate stone, 

slab language, perhaps percussion 


You are as much ambiguous 


and strange 
as you are good company 
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OF THAT WHICH REMAINS 


Of that which remains 
frozen from the winter, 
your one an’ only 
heart 


fist for fist 
lying flat 
in the sun 
now 


naked 

as yOu are, 

a sensitive 
nerve ending 


hearkening 
as we do, 
sometimes 
do 


as heat abides 
the face 
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AFTER FEELING THE HEART ACHE 
BRONZE 


What a tender heart this is 


near sculpture to define its cornered form 
something in the heart imitates bronze 
at the forming of corners contorts itself 


Palm longings 
my sculptor’s hand claws at latent dust 


air bending itself free 


ah yes again 

Where air is ancestor or stellar carbon paper 
so thick with last breaths 
both the dead and the living cough back 
heave back the dampness of death 
Always always a duality of changes 


house becomes key 


key/house 
the teeth of key 

bone/teeth 
In baseball the pitch that drops 


“right off the table” 
[rotation is key] 
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It is the sculpture expanding in space 


as does the tree 


REPRISE 


Alive in his voice. 

I am. 

To talk about the lake. 

As if it were he 

in this form, in this now. 
To talk about Gloucester, 
he would have loved. 

To smart. To throb. 

As if alone. 

To sing goose. 

To sing, goose. 


2 Hesitation among the rushes. 
Which way the wind shall blow. 
We are sick of the west, 
lean east, know what the good music 
will be: 


The sedge, as he was, 

the marsh hen, as tall as 

the heron, as the thicket grows, 

as the wheat, as the ghosts at 
Gettysburg cry, as the populace spreads 
and the commerce grows, surrounds 

a harbor town. 


RILKEAN RESPONSE 


“Imbued 
with the light 


the flower 
grows down 


the air 
of heaven” 


-Charles Olson 


No, Olson, 
there are no 
flowers in heaven. 
There is simply not enough room. 
Barely enough 
for a handful 
of memories. 
And even if you found one 
tucked away in your particular corner 
you would not know what to name it. 
That you should eat it instead 
and pick your teeth with the stem 
and ruin your ears by your 
roaring hallelujahs which 
do not stop And you 
find your fingers are more 
than ten and no longer 
move by your own will 
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and your arms more than two 
and your legs have become one 
and you can no longer see 

and you creep out of yourself 

at an excruciating pace aching 
only for the sun and the rain 
but knowing this place is a dry 
night desert 

and that you have made 

your heaven a hell 


RABBIT MOON 


I found the body 
of a toasted rabbit His 
fur was red His 
head bashed in 
Then Isang at the moon & 
asked if he could hear it 
When the moon sang back 


the rabbit joined in 
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PEOPLE, MY CITY 


Just that 
there, in the middle, 
on your side, a spider 


Where it crawls, where 
its legs meet, my city 


People: iy polis 

my city, 
I cry out to you, 
Know me 


My numbers, my prison, 
the constant cell division 


Just that 

calcium light and 
we are city, crawling, 
my people 


Icry, knowing, 

why for its own 

dear sake! and 
knowing, you will not 
stand, my people 


But this is my city, 
and the walls are built 
right 


Stand, as they do, 
ty people! 
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BODIE ISLAND: LAST LETTER 


As it lies As I once spoke 

upon you, directly 

this word to that barrel- 

is ours chested New Englander, 
that I too, 


lie flat in the valley, 


It is different on the marsh 
on Bodie Island 


That he, being ocean, 
of desert and mountains, 
could be that towering point 
of stone and light 

as the tower is, 
on Bodie and 
Currituck. 


That the cutter speech 

I desire with you, 

is more often misshapen stone, 

or the Black Rush, or cattails 

to be cut, with something more 

than breath, but you were right 
about that too. 


Now the catamaran cuts 
the sound, but not sound 
itself, twice. 


The breath of ocean, passive. 
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CLUTCHING AT THE SUBCONSCIOUS 
LAKE 


1 

To begin with, 

levitation. 

Burst capillaries & success 

like a week-old birthday balloon. 


2 
Rope & joint. 
The friction there. 


Swing at the ballnsocket; 
at the drinking well. 


3 

As a child arranges 

his alphabet blocks, one 
below another until, yes! 
there! below him lies 

the thing itself: a rare head 
turning slowly to meet 
blistering blue eyes. 


The river now rushing in all directions 
to bleed through that wound, again. 
The walls rotate 

at the twist of the screw, 

her voodoo Rubik’s cube. 
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4 
Consult the pool of processions. 
The manatees come next, 
rolling over 

reddened rompers. 

A dancing Kodiak, I’m with you. 


African marionette, 
hump backd dancing 
to the wallowing wisp. 


Awakened lions cross the dreamscape, 
out of reach. 


5 

Like a child alone w/out food 
w/out the first year’s wealth 
w/out his name, even, 

that which once spoke of 
severed tongue slices, 

itself alone 

w/out a boy. 


Back to back now, 

they will not rest 

their tongues ‘til morning, 
when the picture is complete. 


As the piper marches in 
spilling phrases about his feet, 
alone, w/out beginnings. 


HEAD&SHOULDERS 
NEESANTOES 
NEESANTOES 
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STRINGS OF BRIAN WILSON 


Chamber _ strings 
rain loose 
in his 
magic drillshop 
Ole tone rose 
‘tween mtns 
wide 
Fire rushes 


amidst 


the thunder plums 


His Prayer 
Ours 


with you 


Dreams between the keys 
beneath 
his hips of shame 
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not quite asleep 
bearded 
in a four poster 


Asleep now/aboard 
musical pontoons. 
He hears 
the tips of 
columns sit 
in a forest 
by the [sea] dunes. 
Hark! The Harem 


angels 
dropping 
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BLACK MOUNTAIN ENVOI 


Olson, 


American god among natives 
like me, 
the small man at 
the blacksmith’s 
office, Commerce. 


How you laid the early muscle 
pyramid upon a tee 

& sand above grain 

took what was rightfully yours. 


Egypt All Over 
Away with you! 


I will tend to your bales of wheat, 
rain or not. 
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A FAINT RECALLING OF YOUR EFFECT 


I got hot 
hands, 


baby. 


Whispers of... 


Is that all there is, 
Peggy Lee, 
Peggy Lee ? 


Oh no, he sd, 


God, 
and other 
heavy-hitters 


shd be yr 
chapbook title. 
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GEODESICDOM 


1 

Energies in the shapes of 
kites, shirts, 

paper bags 


string & pulley 
new fulcrum 
a geodesic dome 


The winds are colder again, 
It is October, 
and my lungs are awake 


I tie string to chest 
to kite again 

& finger to key 
electricity 


I run among 
simple machines 


Snakes 
&th ladder 
at rest 


cool wind for weather 
& kites again 


chest to star & star 
to star in chest again 
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3 
Building the god structure 
w/ her 


Geodesicdom, 
& kite weather 


new fulcrum, 
string & pulley 


last night we ate 
spaghetti 

& I thought about 
medusa 


They practically 
build themselves 
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EPILOGUE: 
THE SPACEMOTH REJOICES AWAKENING 


1 
Now, 
now back 


to here. 

My space-baby universe chair. 
2 

Dear Lord, 

Teach me Space-Saver Baby ! 
In vain ! 

3 

It’s so hard to 


get back to sleep 
after a cosmic smile 
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Stonecutter’s Prayer is full of questions, demands, and yearning. 
Readers will find pure lyricism alongside the mystical and invocative. 
Ohe positive influences of Rilke and Olson are manifest and Gfake’s 
inner heat insists in Reynolds’ evocations, Any quester, any pioneer, 
knows fear and also exhilaration, Gaith in the quest draws Ghat One on: 
Reynolds is such a One. A rare One. 

-Ronald H, Bayes 

Author of Guises 


company ~ not just rhetorically - but in practice. His fishing memoir 
invokes ‘Norman (MacTean lovingly and hauntingly without once 
giving into sentimentality, yet brandishing authentic and affecting 
sentiment at every turn, And the poems sandwiching this lovely 
memoir: the fuminous host of Black (Mountain, Olson and Creeley 
in the fore, can be heard murmurring throughout them, A precocious 
and Cyrical chapbook, 

- Joseph Rathanti 

Author of his (Metal 
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